December the nineteenth, twenty [i]exty[/i] six.



Hello you two.

I want to start by saying that Leuven is locked down by a massive snowstorm at the moment, so I don't think I'll be making it home for Christmas.  The major problem is that it's several smaller storms striking back to back rather than just one blizzard, which makes cleaning the runways difficult, and delays or even cancels most flights.  I'm not sure I want to attempt it, and risk waiting for hours on end at the gates - or worse, inside the airplane.

The students have been preparing for Christmas, even moreso than they themselves used to, they told me.  With several of my acquaintances in the same situation as mine, this just meant more helping hands for decorations.  Unfortunately, the more excitable students were forbidden from approaching the Christmas tree.  Just this morning, they had finished lowering a Plexiglas bell around it, and they'd be improving the system by hanging a hose just above, in order to wash away any obtrusive material that might strike the bell.  Even then, despite all precautions, it seems a little trouble had happened anyway, as I spotted a few off-white strands among the silver ribbons draped on the tree.

Finding clothes for the occasion had proven to be a difficult task for many as well.  Everyday clothes were available in spades, but tasteful and more formal wear was another ball game entirely.  For girls and herms alike, the ball game was much more serious than a horrible pun.  Those who had it the worst were the ones who had experienced a recent growth spurt.  Kim and Lavenna had stabilized, so they could wear the same thing again this year.  The twins Julie and Marie-Soleil had respectively gone from large to ludicrous and from simple to stacked - somehow, the former's breasts expanded to their maximum before growing a new pair, while Marie's look was much more gradual - in both cases, they had to go shopping.  Matthew had grown taller, which meant he'd have to find new pants.  Still, this was nothing compared to a certain Drew.  From what I had heard, that English student had come in September looking almost like a child, and had somehow grown generous and multiple assets nearly overnight.  In hir case, she'd have to redo hir entire wardrobe, going from a whole stack of clothes too small for all of us, to something in which we would all float.

Speaking of floating, I put on some winter gear for the first time, which consisted of a large and incredibly fluffy fur coat.  It's arguably the easiest stuff I've ever put on, but the end result makes me look like I'm over nine thousand pounds overweight.  To be honest, I hope my bosom won't grow during the winter, as it'll only serve to make the situation worse, and I'd like to find something more adjusted before this happens.

I'll skip class talk for this time.  Anyway, I'm sure you can easily guess how my first half of the year went.

Cash-wise, I figure I'll have enough to dress myself for the Christmas party, even if it has to be in a custom suit.  My strange hunger ended somewhere during the end of November, and now I've gone from that to barely eating at all.  I'm feeling less energetic than before, but I really can't swallow much these days.  I guess I can only blame that on the usual hormones going out of whack.

Speaking of puberty, I found out I'd be getting some new toys to play with soon.  I found a trio of nipples between my uppermost pair of breasts, and another trio of much smaller ones on the pair just below.  The process is painfully slow - I wish I could have these new breasts right away - but I've learned a long time ago to be patient.  Still, the thought of being endowed with fifteen breasts was arousing, and it goes to say I lost myself in my own thoughts several times as I pondered the possibilities and what I would eventually become.

Sometimes, I curse my longevity.  To think a normal person could've gotten in sixteen years what is taking me fifty to get!...

Ame, I followed your suggestion, or at least I tried to.  Sorry to say, but it didn't work this year either.  Try as I may, I can't seem to land control over my mass in any feasible way whatsoever.

I'll tell you all about it, so maybe you could diagnose what I'm doing wrong...  It's not rush, but it's getting to a point where I could sometimes use a little bit more freedom of movement.  And with another breast going on the stack, I fear I may have trouble reaching for my pencils on the desk very soon.

Here's what I've done.  The common swimming area houses two Olympic-sized pools, one diving pool, one hot tub and eight spas - yes, eight!  Of the two largest pools, one of them is always kept empty.  It's become a common thing for leaky students to relieve the pressure into this pool following a swimming session, as we've been instructed to keep the other pools as clean as possible.  As such, the empty pool is located in the center, with the others placed around it.  The only exceptions are the spas, which have been declared a lost cause of logistics and deemed impossible to manage, considering the effect of the strong currents and jets over most of us.  In the end, the pumps had been modified to house rotating filters with a drainage system, thereby relieving occupants from having to put up with any problems and constantly run back and forth to empty hirself out.  As far as I know, the only one who's been able to pull it off was an octopus called Elize, whose incredibly long sex allowed hir to reach from one end of the way to the other and cum without having to get hard.  In reality, sie can't ever get hard; hir cock is a tentacle.

So anyway, I went to that place to practice and sat down on the edge of the empty pool.  For the occasion, I was wearing a personal six-piece bikini, as I figured that if anything on me got smaller, then I would feel my suit loosening up.  The uniform one-piece swimsuit wouldn't have done a good job, especially since, like the gym shorts, they had been engineered to look sexy and feel much too tight.  And like the shorts, I wore it like a thong, much to the delight and suffering of any classmate who happened to be looking at my rear whenever I swam.  

With that, I concentrated.  I did it just like in the movies: I closed my eyes and thought hard.  I thought about my weight moving inside my body.  I thought about the need to be stronger, about having to lift something heavy, about becoming a little more plump and rounded.  At this point, I felt a hand between my breasts to realize my new nipples had disappeared.

I felt a little bulkier.  I could touch my arms and confirm that the muscles were getting slightly bigger.  My sheathes got smaller, retracted towards me, and disappeared.  I went from four, to three, to two.  I felt my balls shrinking.  I felt my suit getting a little looser around me.

Just then, I heard Lavenna calling me out from the far side of the pool.  I had figured everything was okay, but it had turned out to be an error of judgment.  The instant I had opened my eyes and yelled back a hello, everything on me had grown back to the usual shape.

What had made the ordeal special had been the fact that my assets had sprung back into existence almost instantaneously.  There wasn't even a period of transition - I just exploded right back into a fully unleashed version.

The pleasure from the growth was simply too much.  Within less than a second, my cocks came out of me, and I climaxed with a scream that echoed across the halls.

Fortunately for me, Lavenna had the intelligence to tell bystanders to leave the two of us alone and to close the door behind hir.

Now, I didn't have a choice; I explained the big picture to hir and sie understood what I was trying to do.  Of course, I didn't go into all the supernatural specifics, but if a herm could go from flat to a bunch of spheres in a few hours, then virtually anything was possible.  So, sie didn't ask questions, and simply encouraged me to try again.

I can't say I've gotten any better at it, though.  I think I'll be forever stuck in my multiplied version unless I go for an intense session of training, and to tell frankly, the prospect of doing that doesn't make me happy one bit.  I figure it's something convenient to have around to use, but if I've been able to survive for fifty years without trouble the way I am now, why would I be having trouble now?  There will always be someone willing to stitch some clothes together for special ones like us.  I think it'll be easier for me to take up clothesmaking.  This way, I'll be able to refresh my wardrobe quickly with materials and designs perfectly suited to my form - that is, if I stay abroad for a very long time.

So yeah, sorry to disappoint you.  I just don't have the practice, nor the talent, nor the will to go at it the whole way.  I know you'll tell me I'll regret that decision and behavior, but that's what you told me last year too, and the year before as well, and so on and so forth.

I think I'll even make you angry about a little something I found, which I like.  Read on.

Lavenna gave me a bit of help by telling me my progress as I changed, so that I didn't need to feel myself to confirm what I felt.  I took the opportunity to slip out of my swimsuit, which decreased sensations a whole lot and helped things a little.

For starters, it's the same thing as before: as soon as I lose my concentration, everything returns to normal.  I can't lock myself into a compact form like you and Saph can.  I just can't.  The more I push towards that look, the more it resists me, like I'm pushing against a spring.  The only thing it serves to do is get me turned on.  I can't help it; the feeling of a cock disappearing and dissolving inside of me is strange, but good.  I think what happens is that a cock remains a cock all the way until the last cell that makes it up is sent elsewhere.  In the meantime, it rubs against all the flesh inside of me.  Imagine having an internal cock that keeps rubbing against your body, but it doesn't get out.  There's really no better way to explain the situation.

At some point, I had begun to fool around with the concept of gathering myself up like that in order to better unleash it all.  And with exploration, I came to a fun realization: I could retract some of my erections inside of myself, and if I let them go, they returned to their former state without a problem.

I ended up giving Lavenna a very strange show: I repeatedly pulled my mass back and forth, just enough to let my sexes reel into me, only to let them go just enough for them to peek again.  In essence, I was thrusting into my own sheathes.

I forgot about my breasts and focused on nothing but the eight shafts between my legs.  When I played with those, and those alone, I could take it as far back as to sport just a single large one - if only temporarily, as even with my mind focused on it, I could only hold that state for a few seconds.  The most I could do with a respectable amount of stability was down to three sheathes with one sex in each of them.

I used my lack of control as a springboard.  I pushed on imaginary springs and worked my mental hands to strike them at the right time and in the right order.  All Lavenna could see was akin to a set of pistons always going in and out in changing patterns.  I couldn't tell behind my closed eyelids, but sie was licking hir lips and squirming at the sight.  Sie ended up undressing and sitting next to me on the edge of the pool so that sie could leak away without trouble while watching me.

There is something sexy about a person coming to orgasm without ever touching hirself.  That's exactly what I had done on that day.  I moved my mass always a little faster, juggling it back and forth, using simple brute force and timing to just push and let go at the right moments.  When I sensed the finale was near, I pushed all the springs at once.  Lavenna could have sword that for a split-second, sie had seen me with just three pairs of breasts and one cock on a big-boned frame, only for it all to vanish and for my body to spring back, with me giving the pool a healthy fill from everything I had.

Of course, I didn't fill an Olympic-sized pool all by myself, but I did get to create a sizeable puddle, with Lavenna contributing to it just seconds after me.  The experience had left me exhausted, yet rock hard, unable to contain my lust for a few moments.  It was like I had unlocked something inside of me, as if the practice had taken the rust off some old gears in a section of my mind that hadn't seen much use.  On a whim, I attempted to contain myself once more, but the end result had been the same.  If I stopped thinking about it, I went right back to my usual arrangement.

I probably repeated myself in all this, but I wanted to tell it all in explicit detail.  As far as I know, I'm doing nothing wrong at all.  I just can't find the switch that will make me stay the way I am once I've decided on my arrangements...

So it's with that sort of look that I went to seek a dress for the Christmas party.  I ended up finding a white gown with purple fluff that makes me look more ready for prom night than anything else, but the fact was that there was just a single custom clothing shop in Wavre, and doing the trek to Leuven with so much snow on the road wasn't a feasible solution.  Fortunately for us, the shop over here was run by an IPES graduate, so he understood our problems all too well.

With a little bit of reworking, the kind man prepared us troubled folk some good-looking stuff.  For my dress, he made a few diamond-shaped holes and added some fluff in order to let all my cleavages show, with a cloak of the same fabric that I can drape on top and attach, should I feel like not revealing so much.  When not in use, the cloak made for a fine loose scarf and went along quite well with the ear pendants I also got for the occasion.  They're not fancy jewelry - it's not even real silver, and the rubies look like plastic - but I figured nobody would notice unless someone really paid attention.  Considering the common interests of the average hyper-endowed, I concluded that I wouldn't be in any danger.  A person wouldn't care for fake jewels when the breasts were all natural.

I sent a few shots of my look.  Sorry for taking them in front of a mirror, but there wasn't anyone around when I put the dress on.  We had agreed, in the dorm room, to keep our wear a secret from each other until the party.

Myself, I know I'll be putting on some fancy lace undies under all this.  The fun thing about my multiple sacs is that, unlike Lavenna's single massive one, I can just slide a pair of panties between them without trouble - so long as the balls themselves are out and I make no attempt to contain them.  I remember Sapphire's attempt to figure something out for that problem hadn't been too pleasing to my eye, so I might as well let them hang free.  For the most part, my clothes already hide them more or less, and it's somewhat expected that we'll see someone's package in plain sight very often.  We are understanding furs - we know someone like us can't cover everything, so we let a bit of indecency slide.  There's been a noticeable increase in maturity as well, as the usual giggles, blushes and innuendos have left the place to an attitude like nothing unusual is going on, especially during the mid-semester examinations, where every waking second (and cup of coffee) counts.

I've been talking about Lavenna a whole lot.  I think sie's cute.  Sie has a good personality and hir looks are gorgeous.  Sie moves around with ease in the world that we live in.  If anything, sie's comfortable with what sie is, and I respect that even moreso that I would be willing to admit.  I think there's something... I don't know... grand, in someone who's like "That's me, and I'm all right."  Sie's made me realize that my attempts at flirting have, perhaps, been some sort of nervousness that I wanted to hide.  Have you two felt like that as well?  Did you ever stop and consider your actions, and start thinking that something isn't quite right in what you've done lately.

It's not that I'm ashamed of myself - far from that.  But I have to admit, it's the first time that I am around so many people who are like me.  It's like I've become a norm around norms, as the exceptions have all gathered together in the same place.

I'll think about it some more; maybe a phone call will help.  I know mom will tell me I'm just thinking too hard, so I figured if I talked to someone closer to my age, perhaps I'd get a bit of insight into the matter.

Well, merry Christmas to the two of you, and I hope you get fun gifts!



~~Avie